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dest, and dutiful in their native village, a custom 
which, until very recently was performed in some 
districts of France. 

The Rose (to quote the dramatist) 

“ Is the very emblem of a maid ; 

For when the west wind courts her gently. 

How modestly she blows and paints the sun 
With her chaste blushes ! when the north comes near 
her, 

Rude and impatient, then, like chastity, 

She locks her beauties in her bud again. 

And leaves him to base briars.” 

In the days of chivalry the knights at a tourna- 
ment wore a rose embroidered on their sleeves, as 
an emblem that gentleness should accompany 
courage, and that beauty was the reward for va- 
lour. About this period the rose was considered 
so precious in France, that in several parts of the 
country, none but the rich and powerful were al- 
lowed to cultivate it ; but in the latter times we 
find that the owners of manors were empowered 
to levy a tax or tribute on their tenants, of so 
many bushels of roses, which were used not only 
for making rose-water, but for covering tables 
with instead of napkins. 

There is one of the wild species of the Rose that 
claims culture in every garden, for the odoriferous 
property of its leaves ; and the delightful fragrance 
of the Sweet Briarf/fosa rubejinosa ), every one 
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is acquainted with, for after a shower where is there 
a perfume more exquisite to be found than the 
Sweet Briar throws around. 

« Our sweet autumnal western scented wind 
Robs of its odours none so sweet a flower, 

In all the blooming -waste it left behind, 

As that the sweet briar yields it ; and the shower 
Wets not a rose that buds hi beauty’s bower 



One half so lovely ; yet it grows along 
The poor girl’s pathway, by the poor maid’s door. 
Such are the humble folks it dwells among, 

And humble as the bud, so humble be the song. 




